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l’twn ixioned of the madness and the mean
€ itood where Asia, crowned with rav-

ishment,
E‘!onrl'ltll‘rlam of love’s inner shrine had
And after had gone sesrred by the unseen,

There ]nt thia touch there was n treasure
cheut,
ﬁnfl in it wam o gleam, but not of gold:
nd on it, ke a flame, these words
were serollied:
T keep the mintage of eternity,
Who comes to tale one coin may take the
Test,
:ﬂndLall oy come—but nat without the
"

—FEdward Arlington Robinson,
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A Double Identity

By Mary Wickham,

BES MO OGO

o ES, it was a foregong con-
elusion,
Y © Al their friends knew
;‘ they wonld tnrry.
o

Even the mothers on both

Bitles agresd they were made for ench

othier, so thorough was the sympathy
between them,

Goeorge put his thonghts Into hia

pictures, They spoke such feeling and

love that they sold tremendously aund’

made his nome famouns,

Now, Glndys had one seerel,

Bhe wrote poetry, but was go dif-
fBident aboot her verses that she had
pot told her lover. She nlso was
obliged to tnke the world into her con.
fdence, Like Mrg, Drowning, her son-
nets, under the title of “Sylvin's Love,"
brought her fame and renown.

One day the book fell into George's
bands, apd then arose the misunder-
standing. .

By Intultion he felt they were writ-
ten for him, Loyalty to Gladys and
love for Syivin fought in his heart doy
by day, making Lim wmorose amd
gloomy, Finally lis vislts grew few
and far between

Gladys noticed his preocenpiation and
began to fret, ITnd she been too hold
In telling the world of her love? Could
he hyve discovered the authorship of
the sonnets?

Pride kept her tongue tied and the
meotings of the lovors erow fowoer and

tolder,

All the world wondered and re-
marked at the estrangement.

“How pale Glandys looks, George,”
Fald his mo * anxlously., “Do you
think she 15 fretling:”

He ped down a grent eup of cof-

fee, sealding liimself In the endenvor,

YI—=ar-hive not notleod, mother,” he
Bald, with averted face,

“Have you gquarreled? she gueried.

“No, mother. Whatever put that
thonght in yonr hend ¥

“T could not lmngine a qouarrel,” re-
plied his mother, “becanse yon geemed
to understangd one another so thorangh-
Iy. Surely youn hnve not grown tired
of pach other?”

“I do wish you wonld not interfere
with my affairs,” exclnimed -her gon
pettishiy, pushing his chair away from
the table, “Poor little Glndys” he
muttered, golng upstalrs, “Ought 1
to tell hier how 1 feel?”

Left to heraelf, his mother sighed.
“How unlike George!"™ she saig, *1
wish 1 could do something.”
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“Glndys,"” nsked hor mother, “what 1s
the matter with you? Yon never eat
anything and you are getting as pale
s a ghost, Ias George been unkind
to yon?"’

Glrdys burst into tenrs.

“I do not know, mother,” she fnl-
tered. "I fear George is getting tired
of me, and T.4W think he loved me.”

She looked tenrfully out of the win-
dow, where a brown thrmsh was warb-
ling to his mate from a wild eherry
tree,

“1 thonght yon were mnde for each
other,” snswersd her mother thought-
Tolly. *I ecannot think that abont
George, Why do you not ask him?
It would be better to break the on-
gagement than live forever misera-
ble.”

“I hardly lke to nsk him,"” snid the
girl hesitatingly, “Yet wonld gooner
break it off if he hos really grown tired
of me., Only it will be so horrid!™

One afternoon George came in,

Glndys was dlone at tea,  Polite but
kold grectings took place,

Yes, George wonld take a cup of
ten, and “Ab, thank you, two lumps,
please!"

In the old dnys Gladys was qnite
aware of his sugnr-loving propensities,
But his stern, set face made her hard-
en heor heart, though it was benting
wery tumnltuously. She lhad deter.
mined to have It out before George
bade her furewell,

Strangely enough, George had made
his visit for the same purposs,

“George."
| *Gladys."”

' %I beg your pardon, Gladys, what
‘rere you going to say?"

+ Poor Gladys broke down,

- 0L, George, dear,” she eried hys-
terically, “do not be so horribly polite.
What is the matter with you? What
bns chonged you? Have T offended
Fon, or'—sle hesitated—"have you
grown tired of me?”

“No, no, Gladys,"” lie answered has-
fily: “I love you dearly. But,” lLe add-
e, {ooking rather foollsh, “I love some
ene else equully as well"
© *0h, George!” cried the girl, with a
wearlet face, “low can you talk so?
Who [s che?"

“I do not know. 1do not even know
her name, thoogh I buve tried hard to
dlscover it

*“But I do oot understand,” she com-

mented, looking ‘at him in bewilder

ment,

“It I just this: She is the writer of
some lovely poems—poems which I
should Nke & woman to write for me,
I feel in love with yon, Glndys, bee
canse of the stropg aflinity between
ng on many subjects,  When it comes
to the greatest of all themes you are
dumb amd I am the lover. The love i8
all on my side

“Goeorge, dear, 1 coull not speak,”™
she sald, trembling, “but 1—"

He went on reghrdless of her inter-
ruption,

“Now, this woman inspires me. 1
feel she is my ideal womnn, 1 talk
to ber and 1 con over Ler poems ns 1
paint.  Yet nll the while I nm thinking
of you and wishing you could speak
B0."”

He paced up and down the room and
then sat down by her slde,

“Why," he eried, taking n litte hand
and fondling it, “I am so crazed that
I am netunlly painting a pleture to my
unknown ldeal. I have ealled 1t “Whe
is Sylvin®” " He dld not notlee her
glad gtart of wonder and recognition,
ot went on musingly. *I have put a
troubadour under n boaleony. He is
looking up to a window, wliere a land
18 opening the casement,

“Why do you langh " he added short-
Iy. “I am quite serious,”

Glndys Iaoghed long and
8he knelt down by his side,

“You dear, silly boy,” she cried;
Hyour Nylvia moay be n faded, gray-
haired old lady. lnmenting the lost love
of her youth, or she may be a happlly
marrled dome with a merry troop of
chlldren.  Perhiaps she 18 0 man ke
the writer of ‘An English Woman's
Love Letters! or she may be an im.
possible person, A sounl does not nl
ways dwell under a beautiful cover-
ing."

“If T thought any of your sugges
tions were irue,” sald George, dubious-
ly, ="

“Would keep to the pld one?" she
snld, conxingly., “George, dear, yon
gald you loved me once and promised
to marry me, You are the only
miun L ever cared for.” She looked
wistfully ot him, “Do not throw me
over for n mere eaprice or faney, 1f
we have loved onee it should be for
aye, for frue love ¢can never alter."”

“Now you are talking like Sylvia"”
answered soltly, gazing at
her,

Bhe eertainly looked very sweet with
the lovedight brimmting In her prefty
eyes, Aflter all, the writer of the
poems might tarn out to be a dyspep-
tie, Most of the minor poets he knew
weore afllloted in that way,

“George, dear” she whisperad, “it
would be so awinl to change now we
have fixed the day—that is, If yon stiil
love the Gludys you imuaglned me to
e

“1 know, darling. 1 have been a
brate.  Forgive me,"” ho sald  con-
tritely, *1 will rend Sylvia no more, I
will lmagine you are at the cagement,
and 1 will give you the pleture for a
wedding present. ;

He kissed and foudled her as he
spoke, He could see how unbappy
she looked.

“And L7 she answered, shyly, blush-
ing under his kisses, *wlll give you
my presonit on the morning after we
are married."”

George kopt to
sweelheart,

The onlookers declured, therefore a
lovers” quarrel hnd besn made up,

The day of the wedding had arrived,

Everything passod off  beautifully,
until, nt the supreme moment, George
siddenly rememberad 8ylvin and shud-
deted.  The girl at his slde pressed
cloger and gave him a pathete lttle
glnnee,

At the breakfast he appeared quite
distealt, and the guests commented
on hls preocenpied ale,

e talkead to his newly made wifo
with a great effort for the rest of the
iy, but she only smiled tenderly at
him and wonld not notice anything
amiss In his unloverlike behavior,

AL Dreakfast the next morning ha
still appeared 11 at ease, In réality he
felt ashamed of himself. Sylvia had
filled his dreams oll night.

“ceorge, dear husband,” sald Gladys,
at the eénd of the silent meal, *I have
left your present on the deessing table,
Will you go and look at iL" She|
Mushed palnfolly as she spoke, Surely
n woman should not need to woo her
hushand!

merrily.

A e
George,

waord and his

his

“Oertalnly,” he answered, glad of
an epportunity of eseaplng from hlul
unecamtoriable position,

He hurgled up stairs, where hel
walked to the dressing-table, and found |
n copy of “Sylvin’s Love It bore the
In=etiption: *“From the writer, Gludys,
to her only love.”

In the meantime Gladys hadl walked
to the window. There she watched the
pluy of o wave-kissed blue =sea spark-
ling with sunshine, And there Georfge
found her,

e pot his arm about her and drew
her o his side with a tender, elinging
caress, Once more he was the denr
George of old. She knew no shadow
of misunderstanding would ever come
between them again,

Prosently he spoke. *“Write me”
he sald, slowly, {as one of the biggest
fools in creatlon. I ought to have
guessed you were my Sylvin. How
conld 1 haye been so blind! My dar-
ling! I hope 1 may ever prove worthy
of such love—the love of my ideal
womnn!"

She smiled at him through happy
tenrs as their lips met in one long
klgs.—Ameriean Queen.

No Business,

“You bave vo business in politics™

Thus spoke the Dictator augrily.

“l know I haven't” suld the Rich
Young Candidate. “I do not own &
street rallway or an jnsurance com.
pany or n food trust or anything like
thnt. Having no business in polities,
I feel all the better fitted to be a faith
ful public servant"—Newark News
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A WOMAN CORONER.

Migs Louise A, Miller, swwho had been
deputy covoner  of  Westmoreland
County, Pa,, recently dled. Bhe was
twenty-two years old.  In a protracted
absence of the corongr Miss Miller
had full charge of the office, nttending
to all the details connecled with the
work., In 1004 she prevented the
county sherlff from making a pnblie
gpectacie of n bhanging after all the
other county officers had failed. Miss
Miller wpe appolfited deputy coroner
over forly male applicants,

SHOPPING IN BUNSHINT.

-An Englishwoman says [t is her law
never to sliop except on o sunny day.
Bhe never, she Inslets, makes a mis-
toke on n sunny day. She declares
there is nothing one ean buy eafely but
stamps when the sun 12 absent, ‘There
Is o good deal In her theory, Shop-
ping on n gloomy day Is a good deal
ke writing a letter when In a fit of
the blues, The sun comes oui, one's
mood chnnges, and one regrets what
one has sulld, and what one hins hought,

In spite of this, 08 everyone ean see,
it just takes n rain to Lring women
out. When the weather is tlie worst
them the fale ones hie thems=clver {o
ghop, each under the tmpression that
all the others will stay home, and she
will have the whole store to herself.

And maybe this Is why so many
things lnve to be “taken bock,—
Philadelphia Bulletin,

e
TIHE INQUIRING MAIDEN,

A young malden sought the counsel
of two wives,

“Teoll me,” sald she, “when I am
wed, I8 It wise to b Jealons of my
hushand ¥

Sald one wife:

“Often am 1 jenlous of mr hus-
band, but entefnlly do 1 hide my Jeal-
ousy. Thus, he doth never suspect it,
and so do 1 Keep his Tove and his re
spect.”

SBroke the ollier wife:

“1 care ot what my hnsband mag
do, and nevoer am I jealons of him,
Yot often do 1 pretend that 1
greatly Jealons and exhibit Lrave flts
of jealousy before lilm, Thos «do 1
keep hislove nwd his respect.”

“Al quoth the young mnlden, *I
learn, then, thiat the wise woman con
cealetly Jealousy when it I8 present,
and felgneth it wlien it 1= absent., Re
membering this, I too shall ba en-
abled to keep my hushand's love and
his respect,"—Carolyn Wells, In Life,

nm

NEEDE AT BOARDING SCHOOTL,

One good fallored sult, with =ik
waolst to mateh,

A shirt wnlst sult of Panama cloth
or brilllantine,

A separate woolen skirt in walking
length,

Another separate skiet, véry short,

Two white plque or duok skirts,

One light silk or wollle, for teuas.
ete.

A white silk shirt walst and & flan.
nel walgt,

Three or
somp thick

One protty light evening dress,

A warm wrapper and g kimone,

Two hats, one best, one second host,
and n thm o' shanter for knockabout,

A lieavy winter coat, a raln coat, an
evening cont If she can afford non-es.
sentials, and a swenter.,

Kid gloves for street and ovening
and woolen gloves for ordinary winter
W,

Walking or dancing shoes, and a pair
of Arctics or rubber hoots,

Plenty of plaln under elothing, as
extra Inundry churge Is made for too
much elaboration.

If ghe is not golng home fop the
Kaster vaeation, a spring Jacket amid
several tub sults will Le needed,

four white shirt walsts,

WHAT A WISE WIFE KNOWS,

She knows that home 18 more than
half what you make 1t, and that a
builder of a happy home s a success
Indeed, She knows that It takes two
to prolong a family quarrel, one can
thorefore terminate it.  She knows
flling o house with bargalns keep o
couple from ownlng the house in
which they place them. 8he knows
thut If we thought all we sald we'd be
wise, but It we =aid all we thought
wo'd be fooller. 8he knows that some
people sneer at love in a cottage, bui
love that conld wish to live anywhere
olse Is not love.  She knows that proud
people seldom have friends. In pros-
perity they know nobody; in advereity
pobody knows them, says Woman's
Life. Bhe knows that to make long
lived friendships one must be slow In
making them, 8he konows that the
woman who geing a tritle meanly s
meaner than the trifle. She knows
that “it is less puin to learn in yonth
than to be Ignorant (o old age” She
knows that {f she cannot throw
brightness over her home it s best
not to throw a wet blanket over it
Ehe knows thiat the wife wio thinks
ghe I8 perfect Is generally the most
imperfect. The unwise wife may
profit by studying what the wise
woman knows.

THE RIEAT HOMRE,

“T don't think much of this place,”
remarked a young woman to the friend
with whom ehe was attending an ama-
teurish entertulnment, “but it s bet-
ter than staying at home.” Do you

realise the full meaning of that re- |

Home was the Inst place 1o ba

mark?
considored, n gpot that oMered shelter
at night and meals when they were not

to bg found elsewhore, Dbut nothing

pleasurahle.

Home does not mean very much to!

elther men or women, yot never wng
g0 much done for the comfort of hoth,
Modern homes arve fairly teeming with
temptations to rest and be luxurions
and comflortable. There are more new
books nnd interesting mangazines put
forth every month than the ordinary
mortal enn read, and furnishings are
of the most alluring kind, Yet with
all thege attractions we are continual-
Iy senrehing for disteaction, gomething
better than home, yet not g much,
nfter all, judging by the young wo-
wnn's remark on the entertnlnment,

One can rendily understind the rest-
lessness of an occapuant of n discom-
fortable little bedroom in o lodging
house, The dinginess is depressing
even when the furniture Is comfort-
able, It requires a lot of iegenulty and
n host of personal belongings to glve
o “homey” alr to such an apariment,
Put restlessness 18 not confined to such
places, Lovely homes gre deserted for
any mnusement,  The Inmates of (hose
lhomes prefer  sccond-rte  meals  in
erowided restpvranis to their own table
nml good food

A man whose income s derived from
very hard work eaid vecently that he
never attended  evening  entertnine
ments, e prefertod g home and
fimily, hie books and papers and hed
at oan early bowr, Al theatyve-going
was (lone in the afternoon and only
doxlighit functions were considerail by
elther hnshand or wife, He sald 1liat
he Hyved so viapldiy during  buosiness
hours that it was a positive plehsure
to throw off hinste with hiz offiee coot,
g comfortably ns possible,

go home o

o it lelsurely tatloe Al nonope lels.
urely even menl, ehot without res
gl {0 thme nnd spemd oo few houra
Uke o ratiomi] belngz,  Anid he is biring.
Mg up s fambly to Just such wlhioko-

gnine fdeas
Men srowinge anore  eontentod,
whille women wre neqieiving the restless
spleit, wline clul dre not the
pivat of t 1rently exert i
mareied men. achelor quirters are
ceful vivals, botlh to clubs and

mattimony,  But poor swomnn eannot
it used to o soiifiry 1fe, 8o shd pre-
;r----;‘\:n oitside of home to lonell-
need within it,  She might {alie o come
panion, but dislikes the iden of bes
g foreed to pat un Wit ecompanion-
ship at the intervals when she
witnts to Iy Inconsistent to the
vind, yon see,

Mo fow of us are resourceful,  We
are dependent upon the ootslde world
for dietractlion. We profess to pnjoy
sowlng, yet work nnder pressure and
find woeariness eather than rest. We
oxpross n fondness for reading nnd
wopmn to be unable to pin our attention
to o book or paper. There I8 no better
relaxation for a woman who hag strog-
gled nll day in the hosiness world thian
to cat a leisurely dinner or supper, get
into a comfortable house dréss and
slppers, find an easy ehalr and o well.
shimded lnmp and setile down to lose
lepself in o new world, that plelured
Ly o #kiliful pen. And there is &0 mueh
to romd that ene enn afford to be eriti-
eal and bnred to pleage,

There would have to be an occa-
etonal bit of amusement, of frivollty,
oven, to keep thig velnxntion from be-
eoming monotonous, Huf the mnjor-
ity of ue have morn than 1s good for
ws After dll we are not very good to
ourselves.  We averwork and overin-
dulge ot bodics and hralng, and won-
der why they glve oul,~Wushington
Tlnos,

are

nlono,

—

P hings -

{0 Wear

Handkerchiefs have diminishel to
thn most inconsequent trifles,

Joweledl erosses are most populnr
pemdant, after the ublquitous lieart
lockot,

Every glel with pretensione of pret-
{iness has n couple of pales of finest
mull tles, whicli she attaches to lher
Ingerie,

More jewelry 1 being worn than for
vours piust, Three collar pins, & big
brooech, a necklace, a long ehin with
a pendant, and two handsome belt
buckles alk appeay at the same flme
on the aversge womnn.

There 18 use for all the nice litle
buckles you enn annex, Onec does not
only buckle oue's belt and sash in
these eluborate days, but alse one's
collur, sleeve straps.  bodlee  bows—
bows of uny sort In fact—and especinls
Iy one's shoe bows,

What could be pretiler than the
charming little lower aprons, designed
to resemble gome flower, the colors
ing of which i earried out in the fabe
rle chosen? There are rose aprons
of pink llnen, dalsy and gernanium
aprons, and cutest of all, a four-leaf
elaver apron, three leaves for the
apron and one for the bib,

Since there are no more new orna-
meuts to be Invented, the necessary
thing is to devise new ways of wear-
ing the old ones and tho newest faucy
18 to wear those lovely neckloces of
aqua-marines and simllar stones un-
der the thin yoke of the lingerle walst,
thelr glitter through the trunsparency
having a pleasing eMect,
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SNAKE BITES BOOMED
THE BANK.

Texas Planters Leacn the Danger
of Farmyard Hiding Places and
Roposits Aré Doubled.

The farmers of the Flatonin (Texns)
ecetion of the cotton belt for some
reason have long been shy -of banks,
and liave been In the habit of putting
thelr money in receptucles of varlous
kinds, such as old shoes nnd enus.

A few weeks ngo Charles Bosler, a
faormer lving near Flatonla, went {o
a corner of Lis yard one day, and in n
few minutes came  hurrying  back,
shouting to his wife that he had been
bitten by a copperhead snnke, Bosler
came near dying from the efects of
the snnke's polson, sond It was not until
two days nfter the snake bit him that
Bosler wans nble to tell how it hap-
pened, e bad gone to got $60 he had
on deposit In an old shoe under a
board in the corner of the yard, and ns
he reached in to get the shoe the snnke
gtrucle him,

Upon hearing the story Mre. Bosler
went out to get the money where her
husbnand had left it, The shoe was still
under board, amd the former's wife
reached fnto to get It, when she égught
a glimpse of o copperhead snnke lylng
there, She was not quick enough to
Jerk her hand back before the snnke
etruck her. It sank its fungs in her
thunib o deep that she dragzed the
copperhiead along from under the bonrd
when she pulled her hand out, Bhe
shook it loose and ran gereaming to the
hounse,

Ag soon ag he hind attended to his
wife's sunke Lilte, Farmer Bosler got
his gun, went out to the plnee where
the snnke geemed to be standing gunrd
and lifted the bourd., Colled on the
old shoe was {he copperhend and it
showed fight at once. HBosler jumped
aside nnd shot the serpent's hend off,
Thie §350 was nll right In the shoe and
Farmer Bosler removed it to the house,

The news of the adventure of the
Posler famlly with the copperhend
snnke soon spread abont the nelghbot-
hood, and then (he farmersg beghn eotn-
Ing into Flntonin every day to deposit
in the banks all gorvis and conditions of
money, The eashier of the First Na-
tionnl Bauk of Fintonin siys that for
the week ending Safnvdny the deposits
in that bank were double what they
had been In any previous week in its
history,

WISE WORDS,

Lave may be blind, but [F nenally
finds o way,

A premoture start often menns o toq
previous tinisl,

Weork [g 0 joy when the loved onea
ghore the frulis,

Feet that never stumble never earry
thelr owners far,

A kind word now Iz bwetter than a
floral emblem hereafter.

It Is better to wenar ont than to rust
out, and unwise to do either,

Bincerity s the only foundation
upon which 1o bulld troe supcess,

The world rarely thinks well of a
min who does not think well of him-
self,

Women Teachers.

Aceording to an analysis of the een-
gus sintistics relnting to teachers,
made hy Prof. Walter Wilcax, of Cor-
nell University, eighty per cent. of the
teachers In large citios are womaon,
In all countries the greater part of
the teaching 18 done by women, bl
in the United Stoptes the excess of
femnle toachers over male I8 grentest

Calenluting the school age ns from
five to twenty-four, Professor Wlleox
finds an avernge of one teacher to
every seventy-one pupile, or 140 tench.
erd ol every 10000 pupils, nnd that
tonchers exeeed the fotn]l unmber of
clergymen, Inwyers nnd physicio

In 1000 Nevadn had the largest pro-
portionnl number of teachers;
mont ranked second, Maine thivd, and
Town fourih, ‘Che proportion of teacls
org was smallest In gome of the S8outhe-
orit Stiates. During the past docade
the proportion las Increaeed In every
State and Perritory, the Increnge reach-
Ing 0 masimum In the Stete of Wash-
ington. The States of the North and
West showed a grenter Inereasge than
thoze of the Sounth.

The proportion of tenchers in cities
having at lenst 25,000 inhabitants 18
grenter than in smaller eifies or coun-
try distriets. This conditlan, however,
fa not prevalent in all divisions of the
United States. In the North Atlantic
and north eentral diviglons the larger
citles nre not o well sapplled with
teachers us the smaller eities and coun-
try districts—~New York World,

Too Many Meaningless Thinge.
The average honse is too full of fur-
| niture and meaningless thinge.

iverything In the house that does
not ndd gomething to the convenlence,
happiness or education of the fmmily
or gome member of the family Is an
extravagnnee,

'o bie sure, every honse needs a vase
or two for flowers, but so many of
these vngcs one sees are too fancy for
use and are good for nothing but to
stand upon the mantel and be dusted,

A Henl Mult=XNot Ple-¥Fnceds

The Jeer Swaml of Tirnkurungudl,
an anclent and [nfluentinl mutt in
the Tinnevelly District, Madras, has
presented the Madras Museum &
stone pillar from the precinets of the
Pandyan era in “Vatt Ezhutte” char-
acter.—Lahore Tribune.

Zigeag Herediiy,

“Whom do your two litftle boys re-
semble, Mrs, Flitter?”

“Well, the homely boy looks like
his father and ncts ilke me, and the
pretty one looks llke me and acts lke
his father,"—Life,

RHYMING PUZZLES,
I know a very ancient game,

Now see if you ean guess;
I!Q\"IHIII.' beging with che

And ends with double 8.

The horseman, the parson,
The king and his wile,

All went to battle,
And fought for dear life.

The dwarfs ran ahead,
But the king was nfraid,

Aud back of his onstle
He prudently stayed,

Till n horseman eame jumping
Right over the house,
And eaught the poor king
o trap like a mouse,
—From the St. Nicholas,

GLADSTONE AND THE LOVERS.

About twenty years ago a shoemaker
enme to London and established n
small workshop, buot in spite of Indns-
try and striet attentlon to business he
continued so poor that he had not even
enough money to huy leather for work
which had been ordered,

One dany he was In the whispering
gallers of 8t. Paul's Cathedral, with
his betrothed wife, to whom he con-
fided the sad conditlon of his affnirs,
and the impossibility of thelr marriage.
The young girl gnve him all her small
earnings, with which he went next day
to purchnge the required leather, with.
ont, however, kuowing that he was
followed by a gentleman commissloned
to mnke Inquirles about him.

The shoemnker wag not a little sur-
prised when the leather merchant told
him he was willing to open a small ae-
count with him, In this way did for-
tune begin to smile upon him, and soon,
to his great astonishment, he received
orders from the wealthiest elrele in
Tandon soclety, an® his business be-
eame sp well established that he was
able to marry, and have a comfortnlile

The dangerous guthor—Wolle,

The aboriginal suthor—8Saviage,

The blistering author—Burns,

The refreshing nuthor—Brooks

The beakfast author—Bacon.

The dinner author—Lamb,

The snnppish author—Crabibe,

Guabrlel's author—Haorne.

The chorlster’s author—Sangster.—
Elennor, in the Progressive Farmer,

THE OBRERVING ROBIN,

I once observed n robin boring for
griths in a country doorway, snys Johny
Burroughes, in Outing. 1t iz a common
enough sight to witness one selze an
angle worm and dreag it from its burs
row In the tuef, but I am not sure
that I ever before eaw one delll for
grubs and briog the big white morse)
fo the surface.

The robin I am speaking of had o
nest of young in a maple nearby, and
she worked the neighborhood very in.
dustriously for food. She wounld rn
along over the short grass after the
manner of roblns, stopping every few
feet, her form st and erect, Now
nand then she would snddenly bend Ler
head toward the ground and bLring eye
and enr for 8 moment to hear Intently
upoen it Then she would spring to hor:
Ing the turf vigorously with her WL
changlug her attitade at each stroke,
flert and watchful, throwing up the
grass roots nnd little jets of sofl, stab.
bing deeper and deeper, growing every
moment more amd more excited, ti
finally n fat grub was seized R%
brought forth. Time after time durin
governl dass I saw ler mine for grubs
in this way and drog them forth.

How did she know where to drill?
The Ingect wus in every ense nn fneh
below the surfaee,  Idd gle hear it
guawing the roots of the grosses or
did she soe a movement in the tarf

home of his own,

He wds known in London for years |

boneath wlicl the grub was st work?

PICTURE PUZZLE.

iy,

Three hundred and nitety-six yedrs ago John 'Calvin was born.

FIND MICHAEL

SELVETUS, WHOM 0B

BURNED,
—I'rom Brookiyn Daily Eagle.

as the “Parlinment Shoemaker,” but
only when, to please his German wifle,
he left London for Reriin, did the
teather merchant tell him that he owed
bils “eredit account” to none other than
Mr. Gladstone. The Cabinet Minister
had been in the whispering gallery
when the poor shoemaker had been
telling his betrothed of his poverty,
and, owing to the pecunlinr acousiics
of the gallery, had henrd every word
that Lad been sald —British Weekiy.

THE GAME OF AUTIORS,

‘At emir book cinb the other aflernoon
weo viarled our usunl serious discussion
of welghty problems by a llttle liter-
ary game that I think it may Imlp to
pass an for the cousins I do not think
the young people In the country live
up to theld of portunities for soclal
amusements w1 T wonld suggoest that
we lLnve a discusgsion of ways and
gieans in Socinl Chate What do you
giy to that, Aunt Jennia? Iere Is the
game—with fhe answers—in which I
have referrell. Read the deseriptions

and see Low many authors can hn.

gueasged:
Tho ollest anthor--Adams,
The youngest suthor—CHILL
The healthy author—Hale.
The sickly author—Iaggard,
The fragile author—Reade.
The colller’s aunthor—Coleridge.
The farmer's nuthor—Flelds,
The gardener's author—Onulda,
The sportsman’s author—Hunt
The harvester's author—Hay.
The pugilist’s author—Knox.
The warrlor's anthor—Shnkespeare.
The diteher's author—Trench.
The jeweler's nuthor—Golidsmith.
The angler's author—Hooker,
The chef's anthor—Cooke.
The dude's author—Taylar.
The suburban author—Townsend.
The domestle author—Holmes,
The greedy author—Hoge.
The woodland author—Hawthorne.
The eunning author—Fox.
The pontifical author—FPope,
The evasive author—Dodge,
The submarine author—Cable,
The painfal author—Bunyan.

The groaning author—FPaine, :
)

I know mot, I only know that she
struck her gnme nnerringly each times
Only twice did I see hor make & few
thrusts and then desist, ns if she bad
been for the moment decelved,

A STIRRUP RACE.

This new atliletic patime s a very
amusing “event,"” and is “run oft” with
onp leg hobbied to the broomsticls
which takes its place. A look at the
accompanying drawing will show yoo
Low to prepare for the stirrnp race.

Procurs a long, thin pole. Then ats
tach the leather or rope stirrup, which
can be easily prepared by making o

noose in one end and tying the othen
end to the upper part of the stick.
The stirrup shonld be about four fert
long, so yon will have no difficulty in
throwing It over your shoulder.

The rules are very simple. The sus
pended foot In the stirrup must not
touch the ground nor the stirrup length
be removed from its position over the
shoulder. A hundred-yard “dash™ will
be plenty long enough for the conrse,
ing machines very freely,

Four negroes are in the secvice of the
imperial family of Russia,




